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hit me, not the wall 


Nothing in this story is mine. But, it was inspired by another story called Game of Mercy with this same 
pairing. Also, there is some beating with a belt in this story. 


Nikki had just played the best concert of the Motley Crue tour, drug sick. The only thing that had kept him 
from throwing up was the thought of his powder waiting in his room, and the sight of Vince spinning with the 
mic during his solos. When it came time to take a bow, Vince sauntered over to him, sliding his arm over his 
sweaty shoulder. He had thrown him off, it had been pure luck that the stage lights were dimmed before the 


audience saw. Nikki had stormed off the flower-strewn stage, eager for his drugs. 

Once he entered his room, he immediately went for the dollar bill on his dresser. As his fingers rolled the 
paper, Vince slammed through the door. His angry face turned ashen and he crossed the floor in three strides. 
He brushed his arms across the white lines, making the power fall to the ground. Nikki punched the wall about 
his head, and bits of plaster fell by the blondes’ ear. Vince snarled grabbing his hand to see the damage. 

"Nik, punch me not the wall." 


"Didn't figure you to be a masochist.” 


Vince glared at him. 

"Hitting me won't break your hand, moron" 

Nikki didn't answer, yanking his hand out of Vinces' grip. He walked unsteadily towards the bathroom, he could 
practically taste the Jack Daniels hidden in the closet. Vince followed behind him, and snatched the bottle out of 
his hand before he could get a single sip. Turning away from the brunette, he threw the bottle against the 
wall watching it shatter. As he turned back, Nikki's fist smashed into his nose. This wasn't the first time blows 
had been exchanged between them, but it was the first time Vince didn't hit back. Nikki was too irate to notice, 
punching his stomach and kicking him towards the bed. He tore off his belt, and in his last moment of lucid 
control he propelled his singer to face down on the bed, his bare chest would've been wedged with glass if he 
had left him on the floor. He swung his belt hard, Vince was lucky it was only leather. He held it by the silver 
buckle, another small mercy, hitting the tongue directly onto Vinces' back. It took several strikes for him to 
realize the blonde wasn't trying to escape. He stared at the welts he had made on Vinces' once smooth back, 
and when he stepped closer, he saw that most of them had started gathering blood. He threw the belt as hard 
as he could against the wall, rubbing his temples as it fell to the floor. 

"Out" 

Vince slowly pulled his body into a sitting position. He stood unsteadily in front of Nikki. 

"Promise me you won't hurt yourself tonight, and I'll go." 

Nikki stared at him. The man was bruised and bleeding and hadn't run away screaming. 

"You want me to kill you Vinnie? Is that why you're still here?" 

"Pay attention | want you to promise me you won't do anything if | leave." 

Nikki closed his eyes. Vince rushed on eager to convince him. 

"Il do anything you want. Just promise me." 

"Anything?" 

Something deep in Nikki's eyes made him answer cautiously. 

"Any one thing." 


Nikki smiled, the only smile he'd used in months: small and bitter. It made Vince flinch which was its sole intent. 


"How do you know I'll keep my word blondie?" 


Vince closed his eyes, it was so like Nikki to use that old nickname and make it sound less than endearing. 
"You've never broken a promise to me." 
"Still perhaps you should stay. After all, you know what they say about how to tell if a junkie's lying." 


Vince nodded, relieved to have found a way to stay. 


The end 


"You should shower, you're bleeding.’ 

Vince nodded numbly, attacking his clothing with shaky fingers. 

"Do you-want help?" 

It was the first thing Nikki had said that sounded tentative. Vince nodded again. His hands trembled as he tried 
to undo the suddenly complicated zipper on his pants and cursed. Nikki stood in front of him, his hands quickly 
sliding the white fabric off his legs, steadying him when he almost fell in his haste to kick them away. Nikki put 
his hand on the small of his warm back, steering him into the bathroom. As Vince leaned over to turn the 
shower on, he stared at his ass, slowly stripping himself. When Vince straightened and stepped into the shower 
he followed taking the soap out of Vinces' tanned hands. 

"Relax." 

Vince laughed at the irony of that command and Nikki patiently lathered the soap in his hands, smoothing it 
over Vinces' torn back. He felt his muscles jump, and he rubbed his hands in circles replacing red tracks with 
the soap. He took longer than he had to, silently stroking his cock as he played with Vinces' shampooed hair. As 
he came, he bit his lip hard, filling his mouth with blood so Vince wouldn't know. He watched his seed flow out 
of his hand, then turned and shut the water off. He grabbed the only towel not covered in cigarette burns and 
tossed it to Vince. The blonde toweled off, not looking at him. He handed it back without a word and walked 
towards the bed. 

Without thinking Vince began to lay down on the floor. 

"Nol" 

Nikki grabbed his arm. 

"You'll get glass." 

It was the first time during that tour Vince had heard concern in his voice. 

"Didn't think you cared’ 

Nikki dropped his elbow at his callous tone. 


"| wouldn't want you to run off on our deal." 


Vince sighed. he stared at his pants covered in dirt on the floor. 


"You got something | can borrow?" 

"No. Besides, you won't need clothes in the morning." 

His voice was jeering and Vince crossed his arms over his chest. 
"Did you decide what you want me to do yet?" 

"Suck me off" 

"| can have clothes for that." 


Without a word, Nikki grabbed a shard of glass from the floor and slit Vince's pants in half. He smiled mock- 
sympathetically. 


"If you do a good job, | might just let you have a pair of my jeans." 
Vince clenched his fists, and Nikki immediately got in his face. 
"Wanna hit me? Come on blondie, I'll even give you a free shot 
Vinces' eyes filled making them look like melting chocolate. 

"Damn you, don't call me that if you don't-" 


He didn’t finish, turning sharply away. He crawled into bed, giving Nikki another perfect view of his ass. Nikki slid 


in beside him. 

"Alright. | won't call you that" 

Vince turned to him, cheeks wet with tears. 
"Not if you don't mean it" 

His whisper was met with a nod. 

"Put your arm around me." 

Vince blinked at his sudden mood change. 


"So you'll know if | leave. You're not gonna get out of your promise." 


Vince nodded. He put his head on his shoulder. Nikki watched his eyes close sleepily, like a dolls’. That innocent 


image stayed with him until he fell asleep as well. 


When he finally woke, Vince was curled trustingly beside him, mouth slightly open. He gently kissed his eyelids. 
By the time Vince had rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, Nikki had propped himself up, and was eyeing him 
expectantly. 


"Make it worthwhile.” 
His nasty comment made Vince cringe, and say vulnerably 
"ll try." 


Nikki knew this was the only way Vince would ever touch him, and he knew too that when Vince had filled his 
promise he'd never see him again. Vince gulped and bent his head, opening his mouth. Nikki fisted his hand in his 


blonde hair. 

"Act like this matters to you." 

Somehow, a soft-spoken Nikki was always more threatening then a screaming, demanding one. 
"Can | kiss you?" 

"If you think that'll convince me." 


Vince pulled up closing his eyes, long before their lips met. He tilted his head to the side, not surprised when 
the brunette practically swallowed his tongue. He brought his hands up to his shoulders then tangled them in 
Nikkis' hair. His moan caught him off guard, he hadn't expected to enjoy this, but something about Nikki always 
made him want to draw closer. The bassist freed his mouth allowing Vnce to breathe. Without warning, he sank 
his mouth into Vinces' throat, stopping short of breaking skin, leaving a lovers bite instead. Vince touched it 
gingerly with his fingertips. He lowered his head, kissing the pulse at his throat, then moved down his chest. 


Nikki didn't take his eyes off the blonde head that moved slowly down until it stopped at his nipples. He closed 
his eyes with a groan as Vinces' warm mouth sucked his nipple. When he finally released the left, it had 
pebbled with arousal and was wet with Vinces' tongue. He linked a chain of kissed from on to the other, sucking 
the right into his mouth as well. Nikki gathered his hair in his hands, not to rush him, but to have something 
to hold on to, to reassure himself that this wasn't a wet dream. Vince's mouth kissed its way down to his 
chest and licked over the hairs leading down to his cock. 


"Nikki?" 


"Wha-what?" 


‘| um-need you to guide me." 

Nikki forced himself to focus through the pleasure haze and took in Vinces' blushing face. 

"Shit. | didn't know." 

Vince shrugged. 

"Alright. | won't hurt you, promise." 

Vince nodded, relieved. 

"No teeth." 

Vince grinned at this. 

"lm not that dumb." 

Nikki smiled back at him. He put his hand on the back of his neck gently, but the pressure was possessive. He 
opened his mouth, and let Nikki do all the work He always managed to pull Vinces' head back before his length 
went to far down his throat for which the singer was grateful. He created suction by sucking hard enough to 
draw in his cheeks, letting his hand rake over Nikkis' chest. In a silent gesture of trust he put his other hand 


on top of the one in his hair. 


The brunette came then, it was too good for it to last long. He gasped trying hard to regain his composure. 
Vince scooted up laying his head on his chest. 


"Okay. You're a good actor, there's some clothes in that dresser over there." 

He pointed across the room. Vince lifted his head glaring at him. 

| wasn't acting. You stupid shit, don't you realize how long I've wanted to do that?" 

He shot up quickly, angrily stepping over last night's mess to the dresser. 

"Blondie?" 

Vince froze at the tender voice. It had been so long that he thought he was hearing things. 
‘I'm sorry. | though you'd never want me. | had to have at least one memory like this of you." 


Vince spun around, Nikki had his arms open to him. Without thought he jumped landing on the bed, crawling into 


his arms. 


"You still want to do this?" 

His hesitant question made Vince snuggle closer to him. 

"ll always want you." 

‘I'm a really possessive bastard" 

Vince laughed. 

"No shit. Are you violent too?" 

Nikki laughed back, it was the first one that didn't sound like shattering glass. He sobered quickly. 
"Don't fucking cheat me." 

| won't have. You have my word. Will you?" 

He couldn't quite ask him, blushing hard. 

| wouldn't cheat on you." 

Vince had a desperate need to make him smile and held up his pinkie. 
"Promise?" 

Nikki blinked then grinned as realization hit. 

Dromia 


They locked pinkies and he kissed his fist. Vince brought his face to his, kissing his lips. When he opened his 
eyes, Nikki was looking at the bite on his throat. 


"| like it" 
Vince blushed as Nikki touched his mark of ownership. 


"Me too." 


